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is to be sold, and after all legacies, debts and" expenses have been
paid what remains of the property, which will probably be a mere
trifle, is to be equally divided between my Father, Aunt Marianne
and the Motherwells. A most iniquitous will, not a shilling was left
to any of the Francis Kilverts, the old grudge and malice against
Uncle Francis for writing Bishop Hurd's life ruling strong in death.
My Mother has.been very busy making inventories and lists for
Mr. Hooper as a check on the servants, as everything was left to
their mercy. The funeral is to be on Friday after Cathedral morning
service. The funeral service is to be choral. The six pall bearers to
be the Canons. My Father and Mother the only mourners. I
decided to go over tomorrow and stay over the night and see the
funeral and Worcester, and wrote to offer to attend the funeral.
Thursday, December Day
[The diarist arrives at Worcester and a girl, of whom he has asked his way, offers to
guide him.]
We passed along an irregular quadrangle formed by the N. side
of the Cathedral on one hand and houses on the other sides. A
carriage drive swept round an iron-railed grass enclosure within
which were some ancient elms with almost all their limbs lopped
or broken off. This was the Cathedral Close or College Green.
Most of the houses were red brick, some stuccoed white, all irregular
and unlike each other. *There/ said the girl with the baby, 'that is
Miss Kilvert's house, the last house, red brick with white blinds
down.' It was a curious looking house in an inner recess of the Close,
red brick, white window frames, a conical roof with tiles, and a
small front. In the middle of this inner recess was a smaller open
grass plot. The Close may be pretty in summer but it looked bare
and dreary in December. The Cathedral Tower close by, just
restored by Lord Dudley, is a grand rich object. The first impression
the Cathedral exterior gave me was one of plainness, bareness,
newness, produced by-the new grey sandstone with which it has
been cased, not yet weather-fretted or lichen-grown.
The maid-servant announced me at the library door where my
Father and Mother were sitting, as 'a visitor for Mrs. Kilvert*. My
Mother, who was writing at a table between the two windows, rose
and took off her spectacles, expecting to see a stranger, as I had
written that I was coming by a later train. Dinner had just gone out

